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WARNING! DON'T IMITATE THE CAVENICE. 
nid WE'RE NOT IN THE STONE 











If I say “spring,” what do you think of? 
SUN? Flowers? Little baby pterodactyls 
happily chirping in their nests? Well, it was 
spring in @ld Mouse City — but there 
was nothing springlike about it. To start 


with, it was freezing cold! | / ff 


phy 
ee 





BOSS, CAN YOU HEAR ME? 4 





There was a brisk north wind Blow/ fig 
that chilled me down to my bones. Dark, 
gloomy ‘ @J,\@MC'S filled with rain hovered 
in the sky from morning till night. Every few 
hours, the clouds would unleash sudden 
Lorrential showers that crashed down 
with prehistoric power. 

It was so cold that my cheese was turning 
into cheesicles. In other words, it was a truly 
CH-CH-CHILLING spring! 

But luckily for me, I stayed WQFMH 
because I was in my 


office all the time. ANG, 


Oops! You might P : 


not know me! 





My name is 


I’m the editor 








of The Stone Gazette, the most famouse 
prehistoric newspaper (probably because 
it’s the only one!). Each issue has to be 
chiseled out of stone. 


In fact, I was so busy G@HISELING a 
stone slab that I didn’t notice my assistant, 
Wiley Upsnoot, who had planted himself 
behind me. 





BOSS, CAN YOU HEAR ME? 4 





He made sure | noticed him when he lifted 


up my earmuffs and shouted in my ear with 
all his might, “HEY, BOSS! CAN YOU 
HEAR ME?» 

Squéak! He scared me so much that | 
let go of my hammer. It FLEW up and then 
dropped down onto my skull... 


BONK! 





& BOSS, CAN YOU HEAR ME? 





“Are you trying to make me extinct before 
my time?” I asked. 

Wiley smiled, embarrassed. 

“Hmm, well, boss .. .” 


“Don’t call me Boss)” I a 1 28? ol 
“Okay, boss.” 


“Well, it’s about the big Cavemouse Idol 
competition tonight, boss .. . 


Gruny I mean, sir... I mean, 
Geronimo!” Wiley said. 


o* 


“The whole village is 
talking about it.” 
Of course! 


CAVEMOUSE 
IDOL! it was 


organized by a 
rather unpleasant 





BOSS, CAN YOU HEAR ME? 4 





rodent named Gregory Grunt. 
The reason I called him “unpleasant” is 
because he had never laughed in his life. 
That’s why Gregory started the contest — to 
see if someone, anyone, could make him 
laugh He had put up a very valuable 
prize: a STONE <UP sculpted by 
the famouse prehistoric artist, 
Leonardo da Fossil. It was 
so valuable that Gregory 
had a huge 
guarding it! 
“Everyone is most 
excited to see the act by 


the STENCH BROTHERS,” 


Wiley continued. “Can you 





believe it, boss? They’ve only been 
here a couple of hours and all of Old » 
Mouse City is already buzzing a 


2 w Ps 
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HOLEY CHEESE! WHAT A 
MOUSETASTIC PLECE OF NEWS! 


Rumor had it that the Stench Brothers 
were some of the funniest COMEDY 
STARS in the prehistoric world. And here 
they were in my village! I couldn’t pass up 
this chance to LNterview them. 

I left my cozy office and, struggling against 
the powerful north wind, I made my way to 


the STENCH BROTHERS traveling 


wagon. 
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Pounded by the gusts of CY win, I finally 
got to Singing Rock Square. My poor fur 
was FPOZEN! 

I looked around for the Stench Brothers’ 
traveling wagon. I expected to see something 
bis and Fancy. Instead, [founda wagon 
that was RT@&KETY and broken-down. 
Hmm. Was this actually the transportation 
used by two famouse comedy stars? 


Aaa-choo, 


As I pondered this, two large, 
eurly-haired rodents popped 
out of the wagon. 


“AAA-CHOO!” 


I announced myself. 





ANA-CHOO! 
See a 


“Nice to meet you,” I said, WIPING my 
snout. “My name is Geronimo Stiltonoot 
and I’d like to interview you.” 

The brothers were fWinS. One of them 
raised an eyebrow at me. “Look, Stinky, it’s 
a fan,” he sneered. “He wants to —” 

“Who knew, Stanky,” interrupted the 


Sting, 


NS ee other one. “Even the 


oe ‘ 
9 % BONEHEADS in 

this primitive 
town are fans of 





ours!” 
“You're the primitive 
mice,” I wanted to 
say — but I didn’t want 
to blow my chance at an 
interview. 


CHE STENC H “Actually, I’m a 
BROTHERS reporter,” | explained. 





ARA-CHOO! 
EEE 


“I'd like to give you two an entire slab in 
The Stone Gazette. It’s the most famouse 
newspaper in prehistory!” 

The twins did a double take. 

“A reporter?” said Stinky. “Then perhaps 
we can give you a teensy-weensy interview, 
Mr. SfiLtonutt.” 

“It’s Stiltonoot,” I corrected him. 
“But... AAA-CHOO! Could we please 
go inside the wagon? The wind out here is 
cold enough to freeze melted cheese!” 

“Don’t even think of it, ST#LFOROODLE.” 
said Stanky. “The wagon is off-limits. We 
keep all our tricks of the trade in there. Our 
equipment, our makeup .. .” 

“Actually, my name is Stiltonoot,” I 
corrected him. “And that’s fine. We'll Stay 
outside.” 

I'll do anything for an interview! With a 





ARA-CHOO! 
a — 


shivering paw, I began to chisel my notes 
on a tiny slab. “Okay, let’s begin. Where do 
you come from? What routine will you 
perform tonight? Do you think you'll win?” 

Stinky Stench shook his head. “Whoa! 
Slow down, STHLTOMOSE. First tell us 
about this tiny little village called Old 
Mouse City. And then tell us more about this 
priceless prize cup made by LEONARDO 
DA FOSSIL.” 

I was getting impatient with them. 
“Actually... AAA-CHOO! My name is 
Stiltonoot! S-T-I-L-T-O-N-O-O-T!” 

“Mr. S-T-I-L-T-O-N-O-I-S-E. Are you 
going to talk about that PRICELESS cup 
or not?” Stinky asked. 

I sighed. It looked like this interview 
wasn't going to go my way. The Stench 


Brothers asked me lots of QUESGIONS. 
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AAA-CHOO! 





But whenever I asked them a question, they 
changed the subject. 

What a primordial mess! 

After I had told the twins everything they 
wanted, Stinky rubbed his paws together. 


“Very well, Mr. STiLTOMELLY, we're done. 


We don’t have any more time for you!” he 


said. 
“Yes, run along, Mr. STiLTONeeDLe,” 
said Stanky. 


I turned to leave — and knocked over a 
bucket behind me. It FLEW 

up and splashed water 
all over me! The icy 


water drenched 


me from the tips 





of my ears to 
the tip of my 
tail. 





ARA-CHOO! 
ET 


“AAA-CHOO!” I sneezed. 

“Looks like your cold is getting worse, 
STiLTOMERD,” said Stinky. 

He was right. My forehead was burning 
hotter than a pot of cheddar fondue! 


RONES AND STONES! 
Now LAHAD A FEVER! 


Depressed, I stumbled back to my office. 
I couldn’t shake the feeling that the Stench 
Brothers were laughirig behind my 
back.... 





poor -WetZ_ 








I must have Stieezed a thousand times on 
the way to the office. I quickly found my 
assistant, Wiley, and told him about the 
Stench Brothers. 

“Holey clheese, boss!” he cried. 
“Maybe they can write up their interview 
with you and we can publish that.” 

“Berry funny,” I said through my stuffed- 
up snout. “AAA-CHOO! I'm going to 
my cabe to rest ub a little. Since there’s no 
interbiew, you can rebort on the talent show 
tonight.” 


Wiley was OVERJOYED 


“Cool, boss! You can count on me.” 


tN 
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He eagerly picked up a bunch 
of small slabs so he could take notes and 
RUSHED out of the office. 

Cavemouse Idol was about to begin. Every 
rodent in Old Mouse City tried to sneak out 
of work early to rush to the SQUARE and 
get the best seat. Every rodent but me, that 
is. | had a raging cold, so I had no choice. I 

had to miss the show and return to 

_y my CAVE to rest. 

J” POOR ME I was in such 
bad shape. My snout 
PRIPPED like a 
faucet. My sneezes 
~ were louder than 

a screeching 
pterodactyl. 
My throat burned 


like lava. And 
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my head pounded like it 
had been run over by a 
herd of Stampeding 
Megalosauruses. 

As soon as I got 
home, I took off my 
wet green fur coat and 
hung it outside to dry. I put on my 
DaLSkOese pajamas (made of mammoth 
wool) to warm up my fur and put an icé 
pack on my head to help my fever. Then | 
sank under the blankets in my bed. 

Through my BLAZING fever I heard the 
distant cheers and laughter of everyone 
watching the talent show. Depressed, | 
5(QRBQ in envy. It sounded as if everybody 
in the audience of Cavemouse Idol was 
having FUN: 

Well, I wasn’t having any fun at all. 





ab 





Despite my ice pack, I still felt as HO+ as 
a grilled cheese sandwich. I quickly fell into 
a G@GP, deep sleep. ... 


22222222222 - -- 
e2222222222 --- 
e22zzzezere ese 








(sme ow vou, 


STILTONOOT! 















I woke up the following morning filled 
with energy. My fever was gone and 
my head felt LiShter My throat 
didn’t sting anymore and 

my snout had stopped 

RUNNING. I 
looked out the 
window: The 
pterodactyls 
were chirping 
and the sun was 








SHAME OW YOU, STILTONOOT! | 
eee 


The freezing-cold north wind had stopped 
blowing, too. 

What a fabuthouse¢ thorriitig! 

I ate breakfast quickly. I couldn’t wait to 
hear all about the Cavemouse Idol contest. 
But as soon as I stepped out the door, a loud 





shriek shook my body. 
“VARIETY SHOW CONTEST CALLED 
OFF DUE TO THEFT!” 
What? A theft? Then the next shriek 
shook me. oe on 
“THE THIEF GOT ue 
PAST THE SLEEPING ) 
DINOSAUR \ 
GUARD!” | 
Did that mean . TS vA 
“THE DA FOSSIL CUP an 
HAS BEEN STOLEN!” 


The shrieking dinosaur 





& SHAME OW YOU, STILTONOOT! 





was anews announcer from Gossip Radio, 
the radio station run by Sally Rockmousen. 

I stood there, stunned, as Wiley ran up. 

Puff, puff! He caught his breath. “Big 
NewS, boss!” 

“Was the cup really stolen?” I asked. 

He nodded. “The thief managed to get 
past the guarding it — he 
was asleep. But that’s not all. When the cup 

vanished, everyone in the city 
xs was at the competition. 
Bj 
SAN fy 7 boss.” 
RO What was he 
getting at? I was 


Everyone but you, 






starting to get a 

bad feeling when 
the announcer 
shrieked again. 


SHAME OW YOU, STILTONOOT! A} 








“THE THIEF HAS BEEN FOUND!” 

GREAT ROCKY BOULDERS! Had Sally’s 
news team already figured out the thief? 
What a SCOOP! [ hated to admit it, but 
it looked like Gossip Radio had beaten The 
Stone Gazette on this one. 

My neighbors quieted down as we all 
waited to hear who the thief was. 

“TWO WITNESSES SAW HIM GET 


AWAY WITH THE LOOT!” the announcer 
shrieked. 


That sounded convincing. 

“AND THE THIEF IS...” 

The announcer paused, leaving us all in 
suspense. We all wondered: What kind of 
a slimy, stinky snake would do such a 
thing? That thief was going to be the most 
unpopular rodent in the city. 


“The thief is .. . GeROnime STittonoa&t!” 





& SHAME OW YOU, STILTONOOT! 


Stunned, I became as petrified as a fossil. 


HOOUUULUUUUUH HHH! o%or 





Zz Everyone’s eyes turned to me. 
B— But... but... 

Bones and stones! What 
Was going on? 

After being in shock for a second 
“~~ (well, at least ten seconds), I shook 
d Pe |) myself out of my daze. 

4 I took a deep breath. I knew 
I wasn’t the thief. Once 











I explained my innocence, 
o 
everyone would understand. ao & 


But my fellow citizens didn’t |" 
give me a chance to SJ ueak. They Sa 


opened their windows and hurled = 











€ 
me, 


an 


insults at me. 


“Booo! Shame on you!” 4 
Then someone threw a rotten ~ ts, 
chickenosaurus egg at me! \ 

Then they started throwing vegetables 
at me! Prehistoric TOMATOES, 
Paleolithic peppe€s, and Jurassic 


fowrmpsleins came tying 


my way. 











& SHAME OW YOU, STILTONOOT! 


I quickly ran to the office of The Stone 





Gazette, closed the door, and finally breathed 


a sigh of relief... . 


Whew! 








RIGHT? 








Safe inside the office, I started to think. That 
accusation had to be a joke, right? And if 
it was a joke, shouldn’t I be laughing? 

I was very eonf used. Then Wiley ran 
up to me, looking ALARMED. 

“Boss! There are a few people waiting 
outside to see you, boss,” he said. 

“Wiley, | told you a thousand times not to 
call me b —” 

| STOPPED SUDDENLY. 

A parade of rodents marched into my 
office. That’s when I knew: This was NO 
joke. 

First came my sister, Thea; then my cousin 


Re... A JOKE, RIGHT? 





Trap; my little nephew Benjamin; the village 
shaman, Bluster Conjurat; and his daughter, 
Clarissa. (She is such a lovely rodent! I 
must admit that I have a crush on her.) 

Then came my 'o | BOBLDIVE friend, 
Hercule Poirat; the village chief, Ernest 
Heftymouse; and finally, Sally Rockmousen! 

“Petrified cheese, what is 
this?” I cried out. 

They all stared at me with eyes as hard as 
GAUL. Did they really think I was the 
thief? 

“Now, see here —” I began, but Ernest 
Heftymouse cut me off. 

«SILENCE. Stiltonoot!” he boomed. 
“Where were you last night? What did 
you do? With whom? And why? And most 
important, why were you not in the square 


with ALL (and I mean ALL) of 
30 
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Re... A JOKE, RIGHT? 





your honest fellow citizens?” 

This was starting to sound like an 
interrogation. But I hadn’t done anything 
wrong! 

“IT — [ was in bed,” I stammered 
ner vously “I h-had a fever. I went 
under the covers and slept like a R@@K 
all night long!” 

Ernest threw me a glance SHARPER than 
aged cheddar. 

“Ah, so that’s your story,” he said. “Can 
anyone confirm this?” 

I swallowed hard. 

“No, I was alone. But I was in my cave. 
You have to believe me!” I cried. 

Then Thea approached me. She looked so 
nervous that my throat went DRY. 

“Geronimo, two witnesses saw you last 
night,” she said. “But they didn’t see you 

~ 32 
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IT'S A JOKE, — 





snoring in your cave.” 
“They didn’t?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “No. 
They saw you sneaking 
out of Gregory Grunt’s 
house, past the sleeping 





dinosaur guard, and holding the 
Da Fossil Cup” 

I winced. It was imp®Ssibl@! Who would 
accuse me of such a thing? 

I know I was asleep in bed. Could I have 
been sleepwalking? No. I would have 
woken up cold and wet, not warm and 
refreshed. 

Trap defended me. “There must be some 
mistake,” he said. “Geronimo is a scaredy- 
mouse, and a clumsy one at that. But he’s 
not a thief!” 

“That’s right!” agreed Benjamin. “There’s 


Be. fA JOKE, RIGHT? 





no one more H@NEST than Uncle Ger.” 
Hearing them stick up for me really 

touched me, and I shed a little tear. Maybe 

my family believed me, but it didn’t look 


like anyone else did. 


FOSSILIZED FETA, | WAS UP 0 
MY NECK IN TROUBLE! 





_WERE'S THE 
PROOF! 








In the group standing in front of me, one 
rodent was smiling, secretly pleased at my 
misfortune. And that rodent was S@LLY 
ROCK MeUSEN:! 

“All the proof points toward you, my 
dear Stiltonoot,” she crowed. “Therefore, 
YOU'T€ the thief!” 

Surprisingly, Ernest 
Heftymouse came to 
my defense. 

“Let’s change the 
tone, please,” he said. 
“Of course Stiltonoot 
is our number one 





a. HERE'S THE PROOF! 





suspect, but he hasn’t been found guilty 
yet.” 

I felt a flicker of hope. 

“But the evidence against you is pretty 
strong, Geronimo,” he said, turning to me. 
“Last night, two witnesses saw you coming 
out of Gregory Grunt’s house with the 
priceless cup in your SS. And those 
witnesses were none other than . . . Bluster 


Conjurat and his daughter, Clarissa!” 


‘ ! 
witnesses: 





HERE'S THE PROOF! FX 








GULP! That info hit me like a geyser of 
SCORCHING steam! 

Why would Bluster say such a thing? To 
say nothing of the brawest, most 
beautiful, and smartest 
rodent in the city — 
how could Clarissa 
also be against 
me? 








The shaman 
began his story. 

“Clarissa and | 
were heading toward 
Singing Rock Square 
a little later than we had 
planned,” he began. “Clarissa always takes 
5Q ?QNQ to do her fur!” 

“And you take just as long combing that 
BEARD of yours,” Clarissa shot back. 


a. HERE'S THE PROOF! 





“When we finally got on the road,” Bluster 
continued, “the town looked DESERTED. 
As we passed by Grunt’s cave, we saw 
someone sneakily JUMPING out of a window 
with a bundle in his paws!” 

“Of course! The priceless cup was hidden 
inside the BUNDLE.” Sally interrupted 
rudely. 

I was about to say something, but Clarissa 
cut me off. 

“We didn’t see the thief’s face,” she 
admitted. “But he wore a Oreen fur 
coat — with the exact same HADDERN as 
your coat, Geronimo! I would recognize it 
anywhere.” 

I was stunned. My QMeen £vT coat? 

“B-but I left my coat outside to dry last 
night,” I protested. 

“A likely story,” snorted Sally. “Prove 1t!” 
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My heart sank. I couldn’t prove it. How 
could I defend myself? 

Then my friend Hercule stepped forward, 
stroking his WHISKERS. “There is 
something here that doesn’t add up,” he 
said thoughtfully. “Geronimo is the most 
HONEST rodent I know. I’m convinced 
he’s not the REAL culprit.” 

Ernest frowned. “Can you prove he is 
innocent?” 

“Consider it CONC!” said Hercule 
confidently. “We will get to the bottom of 
this.” 

He took out his magnifying glass and 
began to EXA/MUINIE my fur coat strand 
by strand. 

“I will give you until the end of the day,” 
Ernest Heftymouse said. “But if you can’t 
prove Geronimo’s (MWOCeNCE by tonight, 


HERE'S THE PROOF! FX 








I'll have to declare him guilty!” 

Then he looked meinthe , 
eye. “If you’re guilty, 
Geronimo, then just 







return the cup.” 

“But I keep 
telling you, I 
don’t have it!” 
I wailed. 

“Then you'll 
have to pay back Grunt with something 
of equal value,” the village chief said. “And 
everyone knows how valuable the Da Fossil 
Cup is!” 

I sighed. I was glad Hercule was helping 
me, but one day wasn’t a lot of time. 

What if we couldn’t find the REAL THIEF 2 
I couldn’t return the cup, because I didn’t 
have it. Then I would be forced to give 





a. HERE'S THE PROOF! 





Gregory Grunt the only thing I had of value: 
The Stone Gazette! Things looked pretty 
prim. 

If Ilcouldn’t bea reporter anymore, it would 


break my furry little heart: 





| WE'RE ALL ON YOUR | 
| SIDE, GERONIMO! 

















After giving me one last, STERM glare, 
Ernest left. Bluster, Clarissa, and Sally 
followed him. 

Clarissa looked so DISAPPOINTED in 
me! I couldn’t bear it. And Sally 
gave me a STLOOTY, oN 
satisfied smile. She © 
loved that I was in 
trouble! But I could @ 
tell that Hercule — 
was at} noyed with 
her. 

Pbbbt! Hercule 
stuck out his tongue 





WE'RE ALL OW YOUR SIDE, GERONIMO! 





and blew a 
raspberry at 
her, making 
a sound like 






a snakeskin 
BALLOON 
. letting out air. 
Sally stomped out 
and OLAMMEP the door behind her. 
I turned to Thea, Trap, Benjamin, and 
Hercule — my biggest (and maybe 
only) supporters. 
“So what do you 
think, guys?” I 
asked. 
Thea frowned. 
“It’s a complicated 


case.” 





“No matter,” said 





WE'RE ALL ON YOUR SIDE, GERONIMO! 5. 





xe on 
et side! 
4 





Hercule. “We'll 
solve it! Right, 
Geronimo?” 

I didn’t know 
what to answer. 

“Don’t worry, 
Uncle Geronimo,” 
Benjamin said 
sweetly. “We'll 
help you.” 

Trap gave me a hearty SLAP on the 
back. 

“Relax, Cousin!” he said. “We’re all on 
your side.” 


Even though the megalithic* slap took 






PREHISTO-NOTE 

* A megalith was a huge stone used to build 

monuments in the Stone Age. So the word 

megalithic is sometimes used as an adjective 
to mean something really big. 
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the wind out of me, it was nice to know 
that my friends and family believed I was 
innocent. 

“There is no time to waste,” Hercule said, 
rubbing his P@ WS together eagerly. “We 
must find a solution to this NESS ! | 
suggest we make a visit to GREGORY 
GRUNT’S house.” 

I was starting to feel a little more confident. 
My family believed in me. And even though 
someone framed me, I had the best 
detective in Old Mouse City on the case. 
Well, he was actually the only detective in 
the city, and he was a little CLUMSY. 
But I trusted him. 

It’s really true that your friends and family 
will always be there for you! 

I opened the door — and a chickenosaurus 


egg whizz ed past my face. 
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“Great rocky boulders! I cried. 

[ should have known! Sally and Gossip 
Daclio had continued spreading the word 
that I was the one who had stolen the cup. 
Now the entire city was against me. 

CULP! 

Before I had a chance to say something to 
calm the ANGRY crowd, a shower of rotten 


eggs hit me. &. 
e 


Vv 
1 SPLOS ER 
at! A? oH! 
If we wanted to solve the case, we couldn’t 
hide in my office. There was nothing else to 
d 


O. 
“RUNI’ I yelled. 











— LIGZAGGING tx meteorites, we 


managed to get through the angry crowd. I 
was the only one to get hit by the rotten 
chickenosaurus eggs. Yuck! With my fur 
damp and stink UY, we finally got to Grunt’s 
cave. He did not look happy to see me. 

“YOU'RE A THIEF!” he roared through 
his window. 

“Mr. Grunt, please try to stay calm!” Thea 
pleaded. 

Grunt drew back the curtain by a millitail* 


and PEEKED out suspiciously. 
“We are here to CONSUECT AM 


investigation! ” explained Benjamin. 


“My supersmart snout will 
SNIFF out the culprit!” 
added Hercule. 

“Are you going to let us in 


or not, COCONnut head?’ 
asked Trap. 





Grunt finally let us in. 

“Please show us where the CUP was 
the night of the theft,” said Hercule. 

Now, Gregory Grunt is a mouse of few 
words. He also has the manners of a CAVE 


BEAR. 


But if you look deep into Grunt’s eyes, you 


will see that there is a good mouse in there. 









PREHISTO-NOTE 
* The basic unit of measurement for Stone Age ~ 
rodents is the length of the tail of the village 

leader. A millitail is the length of a portion of the 
tail - equal to about an inch. 
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GRUNT! He grunted, annoyed as he 
showed us the way. “This way.” GRUNT! 

Hercule took out his magnifying glass 
and began to examine the pedestal where 
the precious cup had rested. 

“Ah, yes,” he muttered. “Very good!” 

“Did you find something?” I asked. 








YOU'RE A THIEF! 4 





“No,” Hercule replied. 
Drat! What a disappointment! 


“The thief must be very clever,” Hercule 
said. “He or she did not leave any EMU tal 
that I can see.” 


Benjamin frowned. “Not one?” 
“So we'll look for a clue that I can't 





& YOU'RE A THIEF! 











see,” Hercule said with a 
chuckle. Then he took 
his weapon 
from his coat: a small sack 
of powdered Jurassic 

bat droppings. 





JURASSIC \ Yes, it's SUDBP~StUNKY, 
DROPPINGS but it’s the perfect tool 
INSTRUCTIONS FOR USE: for soe invisible 
Spread a little powdered footprints. Hercule 
droppings on the area dusted the floor and... 
in question. Pinch your “ BY THE GREAT 
wihee de ZAP ** hecried. “Look!” 
nasty smell. After a few ? 
seconds, the powder We all looked to 
will reveal traces not where Hercule was 
are to the naked eye, pointing. 
@S @ pawprint or 

dinosaur footprint. There, revealed by 


the powder, was an 


IME RGN 


Lip 
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To be more exact, it was the pawprint of 
a rodent’s right foot — a very large one. 
In fact, it was ann CNORMOUSE 
pawprint! And it was right underneath the 
pedestal where the priceless cup had rested. 

Hercule took out a small red stone and 
traced the pawprint with it. atuate te 

“Geronimo, now put your @ & ‘Y on 
it,” he said. 

“Of course!” exclaimed Thea. “We can see 
if they match!” 

I did as Hercule 
instructed. 

My paw was 
nuch snaller than 
the thief’s. With 
this evidence, 
every suspicion 
against me would 





& YOU'RE A THIEF! 





be dropped. There 
was no way | 
could be guilty! 
But Hercule was still 
examining the floor with 





his magnifying glass. , 
Suddenly, he exclaimed, MAGNIFYING GLASS 
“PETRIFIED BANANAS/ 
What about these?” 

I bent down to look and saw a bunch of 
tiny jumping d@ts moving around on 
the floor. 

Hop! Hop! Hop! 

Holey cheese! I recognized them 
immediately. These were prehistoric baby 
fleas. And not just ordinary baby fleas . . . 
they were the children of Z\F and ZAF. 
the fleas who have lived on my Ofeen 
fur cot for many years. 
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So it was true. Maybe I hadn't been here, 
but my coat had. But how? I had taken out 
my coat and left it out to dry as I snuggled 
under my blankets. Had the coat gotten up 
and walked away by itself? 


WHAT A PALEOZOIC PpuzzZLeE! 


“There’s only one way to solve this case,” 
Hercule declared. 

We all stared at him, holding our breath. 

“I dont know what it is yet, but I’ll figure 
it out!” 


~ OT 


NOW THAT | THINK | 
ABOUT IT... 







Petrified provolone! 
Why, oh, why, do stressful things happen 


to me all the time? 

“Let’s keep searching for the quilty party, 
then,” said Thea. 

Trap nodded. “That’s right. Less chitchat, 
more investigating!” 

“Wait!” cried Hercule. “I have a 
mousetastic idea. Let’s gather all the 
rodents of Old Mouse City. We’ll make each 
one try the pawprint to see whose Pe AY ag 
is a match.” 

“That’s a fabUMOUSE idea!” Benjamin 
agreed. 


NOW THAT | THINK ABOUT IT... 





I had to admit that it 
was a good idea. But 
for the plan to work, 
we needed the village 
chief to agree. Quick 
as lightning, Hercule 
and Trap hurried to 
squeak with Ernest 
Heftymouse while I 
stayed behind with 
Thea and Benjamin. “nest Heftymoe™ 
I didn’t want to risk another attack of 
ROTTEN eggs! 

While we waited, Thea and Benjamin gave 
me a quick PECAP of the Cavemouse Idol 
competition I had missed. A few mice got 





to perform before the theft was discovered. 
The FGENCH BROTHERS was the only 


comedy act that had gone. 
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WOW THAT | THINK ABOUT IT... 
————_—_—_———_—_— 


“Too bad they weren’t fi Uu nny at all,” 
Benjamin complained. 

My whiskers twitched with curiosity. Not 
funny? That was STRANGE. They were 
supposed to be famouse comedians — but 
we only knew that because that’s what they 
told us. 

“STINKY and SCANKY Stench never 
told me where they came from,” I said. 

“I don’t know, either,” Thea admitted. 

“Probably from very qqornber s+: 
far away,” guessed 
Benjamin. 

“Don’t ask me.” 
chimed in Gregory 
Grunt. Grunt! 

He stroked his 
chin. “But it does 





remind me of 





io something that happened when 
C) I was a YOUNG rodent.” 
> Grunt said that aneccentric rat used 
to camp out in the streets of the village. He 
wanted to be called Laffy because he thought 
he had a great talent for comedy. But 
nobody ever laughed at his jokes. 
“They were so bad, the village mice 
pummeled him with vegetables and 





NOW THAT | THINK ABOUT IT... 
SN 


rotten eggs,” Grunt told us. “Finally, Laffy 
left the city with his newborn triplet sons.” 

“I don’t understand,” said Thea. “Do you 
think Laffy has something to do with the 
Stench Brothers? But they are {winS, and 
Laffy’s sons were tripl ets.” 





NOW THAT | THINK ABOUT IT... 
ELE 


“I know,” said Grunt. “But there’s 
something else that I just can’t quite put my 
YN ty on...” 

“Please try and think,” Thea said. 

Grunt nodded. 

“Let’s see,” he said thoughtfully. “Laffy 
was a terrible comic. He had curly hair, 
and ... oh, that’s it! He had very large 
paws! Quite enermMeouse paws, 
in fact. Just like his father, his grandfather, 
his great-grandfather, and all his ancestors!” 

Benjamin’s eyes lit up. “Just like the 
enormouse pawprint left by the THIE ” 

“It might just be a eipeidenee,” I said. 
“After all, the Stench Brothers are twins and 
Laffy’s sons are triplets. It doesn’t add up.” 

“We'll see about that,” said Thea, 


narrowing her eyes 3USPICIOUSLY. 
Benjamin nodded his head. “Anyway, once 


NOW THAT | THINK ABOUT IT... 





everyone in town tries that pawprinf, I’m 
sure we'll find out who really did it. Then 
you'll be cleared, Uncle Ger.” 

“But something tells me that the pAws 
of the Stench Brothers might be just the 


RIGHT SIZE,” said Thea. 














SATISFIED, 
STILTONERD? — 


wee 








Suddenly, we heard a COmmOtiON outside. 
Hercule and Trap had returned — with all the 
residents of Old Mouse City behind them! 
They were there to take the “Pawprint 
test.” 

One by one, they took a turn, each 
one placing their right paw inside the 
enerRmMeuse pawprint. The print was 
too big for everyone! But when there was 
still a line of rodents to take the test, two of 
them were trying to tneak away. 

Fortunately, Trap stepped in front of 
them. 

“You're not going anywhere!” he warned. 











a. SATISFIED, STILTONERD? 





The two rodents trying to §{i f away were 
none other than the Stench Brothers! 

“You both have to take the test!” 
Benjamin told them sternly. 

The two rodents shuffled back into the 
line. To be honest, they were both acting a 
little strange. They were tense and fidgety, 
and they were both rubbing their tummies. 

“Um, we really can’t stay,” Stinky said. 

“And why not? What are you HIDING?” 
asked Trap. 

“Nothing,” said Stanky. “We just ate too 
many beans at lunch and now —” 

“__ we really need to use the prehistoric 
potty!” finished Stinky. 

“Don’t even think about it!” Ernest 
Heftymouse bellowed. “First, you will take 
the test!” 

So the twins took the pawprint test — but 
68 


es 


the result left 
us squeakless. 
Yes, the twins 
did have large 
paws, MUCH — 


larger than all 





the other rodents. 

But even those LaPGe 

PAWS did not fill the enormouse pawprint! 
Hercule, Trap, Benjamin, and I couldn’t 

believe our EYES. Thea looked as shocked 

as if the 

ZAP had hit her. 

“Satisfied, Ms. 
Stiltonerd?” 
Stanky said 





mockingly. 
“Stil-to-noot! 


Our last name 


a SATISFIED, STILTONERD? 








is Stiltonoot!” I pointed out in exasperation. 

“What did you say, STiLTONOODLe?” 
teased Stinky. “Sorry we can’t hang around. 
We have to F £/#? now.” 

They scampered away, snickering. There 
was no hope left for me! 

“l’m doomed!” I wailed. 

Thea didn’t seemed bothered by the bad 





SATISFIED, STILTONERD? \ 





mamnineF$ of the Stench Brothers. She had 
a thoughtful look on her face, and I knew 


she was concentrating harder than ever. 









TO JAN, 
STILTONOOT! 






Rodents kept coming to take the pawprint 
test all day long. But none of the prints fit. 
Ernest took me by the arm. 
“Your time is about up, 
ee | Stiltonoot!” he said. “If 
a 4 you don’t prove your 
innocence by the time 
the SUN SETS, ri 
have to throw you in 
jail. And you'll have to 
sell The Stone Gazette 
to get enough shells to 
pay back Grunt!” 


“I'S not fain!” 1 wailed. “My 


TO JAIL, STILTONOOT! A | 








print doesn’t fit. Doesn’t that prove I’m 
innocent?” 

“We still have our eyewitnesses who 
SAW you at the scene,” Ernest reminded 
me. “And if no other rodent fits that print, 
then, well... maybe you were wearing BIG 


860TS.” 
“I was not!” I protested. ot Sighy 
Benjamin held my paw. 2 


“Don’t give up, Uncle 
Ger!” he said. But 
he sounded worried. 
We were down like 





Then a loud voice roused us. 
“What’s with these long faces, guys? 


You’re giving up? WE STILTONOOTS NEVER 


GIVE UP 


@ TO JAIL, STILTONOOT! 





The voice belonged to my sister, Thea. 
Even though things seemed hopeless, she 
had a look of true determination stamped 
on her snout. 

“Banish those frowns! Banish those 
negative thoughts! The time has come for 
us to make a big move!” 

I lifted up my head. Seeing my sister so 
enherg etic was like a shot in the arm! 
Hercule, Trap, and Benjamin felt it as well. 
I saw Trap crack a hopeful smile. 

“Wow, that’s what I want to see!” said 
Thea. “Let’s smile like we’ve got ALL THE 
CHEESE IN THE WORLD!” 

Then she lowered her voice and motioned 
for us to come closer. 

“Listen up: I have a ANN to catch the 
thief,” she whispered. “But I need all of you 
for it to work! Without your help, the plan 


TO JAIL, STILTONOOT! 2 








doesn’t stand a chance. Are you with me?” 
“VY EAHHHHH!” we all shouted together. 
“Marvemouse!” Thea said. “All right, 


then. All for one, and one for all. WE RE 
GOING ON A MISSION!” 















‘TAM TIGER KHAN! 





™~ 





We sped out of Grunt’s cave, through the 
streets of Old Mouse City, until we arrived 
at the FEENCH BROTHERS’ wagon. 
“But their prints didn’t fit,” Hercule 
reminded Thea. 
«Quiet! she hissed. “Unless someone 
has a better idea, we'll do what I say.” 








1 AM TIGER aw 





So we 

The sun had just set and a blanket of 
shadows fell over the city. 

Holey cheese, I was running out 
of time! 

We hid behind a BUSH in front of the 
Stench Brothers’ wagon. From there we 
could observe them without being seen. 











Ye AM TIGER KHAN! 





looked like they were 
about to AVE town. 
“Listen up,” 
whispered Thea. 
“Trap is going to 





imitate the voice 


fPIGER KAN 
2 


I jumped. Tiger Khan? 
What did the FIERCE 
leader of the saber- 









toothed tigers 
% have to do with 
this? 

“What do 
you have 
in mind, 
THEA?” 


Renae 
I asked. 








My whiskers trembled in fear at the mere 
mention of the head of the SABER-TOOTHED 
SQUAD — the number one enemy of cavemice 
everywhere! 

Thea just looked at Trap. “Are you up to 
it, Cousin?” she asked. 

“Of course!” he replied. “You should 
know by now: Nobody can do imitations 
better than I can.” 

Then he placed his paws around his mouth. 


“STENCH BROTHERS!” be yelled 


in Tiger Khan’s gravelly voice. 


“LAM TIGER KHAN 
THE MIGHTy ' 
LEADER OF THE 
SABER-TOOTHED 
SQUAD!” 


Wow, was he good! 





re AM TIGER KHAN! 


The brothers f POE, paralyzed by fear. 

Thea whispered something in Trap’s ear. 

Trap puffed out his chest and continued 
shouting in Tiger Khan’s voice: 


“LISTEN UP. 
yOU ROTTEN. 
ROCK-BRAINED 

RODENTS! 


The twins looked , 
at each other, ¢ 












terrorized. Trap 
winked at Thea 
and continued: 








“| KNOW THE PRICELESS CUP 

IS IN YOUR POSSESSION. 

HAND IT TO ME IMMEDIATELY 

OR I'LL EAT YOU BOTH FOR 
MY DINNER!” 


Trap stopped tocatch 
his breath for a second, 
and Stinky and 
Stanky RACED into 
the wagon faster 
than if they were 





being chased by a 
T. REX. They barricaded 
themselves inside. 
I was so proud of my cousin. 
Trap was more than awesome! 
Even Thea seemed totally satisfied. 
“Let’s see now if the plan worked,” she 
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i AM TIGER KHAN! 





sid CONFIDENTLY. 
So we stayed hidden, crouched behind the 
bushes as we waited for a sign from inside 


the SCENCH BROTHERS’ wagon. 








KNEW ITE KNEW 
ITEP KNEW ITE 















After what seemed like eons had passed, the 
DOOR of the wagon finally creaked open. 


Creeeeaaaaaaaak! 


Stinky was the first one to come out, 
with his head down and ears drooping. He 
trembled with fear and looked around 
with chattering teeth, convinced that Tiger 
Khan would pounce on him at any moment. 

A second later, Stanky, the other twin, 
PEEKED out. He looked around nervously 
before he stepped out. 

We held our breath. Did Stanky have 
the stolen cup? But his pAws were 
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am. 1 KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! 





@MIPCY7 — just like his brother's. 


Then something totally unexpected 


happened. The door creaked open again... 
and a THIRD rodent stepped out of the 
wagon! 

Our EYES widened in amazement. The 
rodent following the Stench Brothers was 


Vv; 





=n 


A ~~ identical to Stinky and Stanky, with one 
difference: His paws were MUCH. 







yuh! 





1 KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! | KNEW - % 








MUCH bigger than theirs. In fact, they 
were enormouse! 

So that meant that the Stench Brothers 
weren't {wins .. . they were Tyjplets:! 

But the surprises still weren’t over. A 
fourth rodent came out of the wagon! 

The last mouse was much old 6Y than the 
other three, and he also looked like them. 
But more interesting than that — he was 


holding the STOLEN <UP! 


Thea whispered something 







in Trap’s ear and he started 






imitating Tiger Khan 








i. | KNEW IT! | KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! 





“AND WHO MIGHT YOU 
BE? 


Terrified, the rodent immediately put 
down the cup. 
“M-Mr. VIEER RICAN ... e-grand 
ruler... mighty fanged 
leader... | am the 
misunderstood 
comedian, LafFy. 
Please, take the cup 





and let us go. I beg you!” 

At this point, Thea 

couldn’t control herself 

anymore. She hopped out 

of the bushes with a jump worthy of a 
kangaroosaurus. 

“Aha! You’re trapped, you no-good 

thieves!” 


J Knew it! J Knew it! T Knew it! 





1 KNEW IT! | KNEW IT! | KNEW - % 








The rest of us came out of the bushes 
and found ourselves face-to-face with the 
Stench family. They GAPED at us with their 
mouths open. 

“What's the matter? You're not 
laughitig anymore,” Thea said, egging 
them on. 

“B-b-but where’s Tiger Khan?” asked 
Stinky, confused. 

‘HERE HE IS, YOU GRANITE 
HEADS! Trap growled, imitating the 
fierce feline once more. 

Laffy shook his head of white fur, dejected. 

“We've been found with our PAWS ON" 
the PV iZé, sons!” he moaned. “Caught 
in the act like amateurs!” 

“How did you FIGur it Ow, Thea?” 
Hercule asked. 

“It was Gregory Grunt’s story,” she said. 


BI 
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am. 1 KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! 1 KNEW IT! 





“He said Laffy wasn’t funny. and the 
Stench Brothers weren’t funny, either. 
And where there are twins, there could 
also be a triplet. So I thought they might be 


Laffy’s sons.” 

“And you were right!” I said. Then I 
quickly picked up the cup so I could 
bring it back to Gregory Grunt. 





Rh FOOLPROOF 


PLAN? 





By the time we arrived at the village chief's 
cave, the discovery of the THIEVES had 
spread by word of mouth like GELDEREE. 
Ernest Heftymouse marched up to the 
Stench family, who had followed us. 

“You should be ashamed of yourselves,” 
he scolded ANGRILY. «out with 
the truth, or we'll ship you 
straight to the Saber- 
Toothed Squad!” 


Laf Fy looked 


embarrassed. He 





let out a deep sigh. 
“Very well! I'll tell 


Ve. FOOLPROOF PLAN? 





you everything,” he began. “My three sons 
and I came to @ld Mause City to teach 
this town a lesson. Years ago, this same 
village rejected my comic talent and forced 
me to leave, showered with boos and rotten 
eggs.” 

The old rodent’s voice CRACKED as he said 
this. I had a hard time holding back tears. 
True, he was a thief, but I understood what 
it was like to be pelted with rotten eggs. 





A FOOLPROOF PLAN? 5. 





“There, there,” I said. “If nobody liked your 
jokes, maybe you could have...ahem... 
changed your PRofessicn.” 

Laffy looked at me with tear-filled eyes 
that broke my heart. 

“Yes, I know,” he said sadly. “But I’ve 
always Greamea of becoming a great 
comedian. It’s not easy to give up on your 
dreams.” 

I could see that Benjamin and Hercule 
were tear ing UD as well. 

“I thought that stealing the cup would 
settle the score with this town,” Laffy 
continued. “Instead, now I feel wof$e 
than before!” 

The angry look left Ernest’s face. 

“Admitting to one’s’ mistakes is 


important,” he said solemnly. “Tell 


me how you stole the cup and pinned the 


THE COMPLETE STENCH FAMILY! 


Be seioier SECOND 


Name: STINKY TRIPLET 


PROFESSION! Name: 
i) STAND-UP > STANKY 











PROMINENT FEATURES: & 
VERY LARGE PAWS 


STUNKY F 
PROFESSION: | 
STAND-UP | 
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GRim[j on Geronimo Stilton.” 

Stinky Stench stepped forward. 

“First of all, we had everyone believe that 
there were only two STENCH BROTHERS,” 
he said. “But we are triplets. Our third 
brother, Stunky, was out of sight in the 
wagon with our father.” 

“AHA / ” I cried. “That’s why you wouldn't 
let me in when I came to interview you.” 

Laffy nodded. “Correct. We were looking 
for someone to pin the crime on. And then, 
when we saw you had a Gold and got 
drenched by the bucket, we knew that you 
would be spending the night in bed.” 

I frowned. “So you took advantage of my 
Misery and framed me for the theft. 
Very clever — but not very .1Ce.” 

Then Stinky explained the rest of the plan, 


C93) 


step-by-step: 


<b A FOOLPROOF PLAN? 










1. FIRST, the twins 


followed me home 


to make sure my 
6old knocked me 


when everyone 

else was at the 
show, Stunky 

(the third triplet) 
snuck out of the 
wagon and took 
my Gfeen fur 
coat, which IJ had 
hung up outside. 
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3. NEXT, Stunky went = i 
immediately to Grunt’s 
cave. He got past the ( | 
sleeping dinosaur j 
without waking it, and/ “ 

stole the priceless \ _ 

cup. While he was ( | 
%> there, a few little 


eg 





Zif and Zaf’s 
children, fell 
off my coat. 

4. THEN. 
holding the 
priceless 
cup, Stunky 
hightailed 
it out the 


INIT 
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It was then that Bluster and Clarissa passed 
by the cave, saw a mouse in the distance 
wearing my UT Geert, and ASSUMED 
that I was the thief! But I was sound asleep 
in my comfy bed without suspecting a 
thing. 

5. FINALLY. Stunky hid the cup in the 
Stench Brothers’ wagon. Then he put my coat 
back outside my cave without me knowing. 

It was a truly brilliant plot! Nobody 
in Old Mouse City could 
have proven my innocence, 
because everyone was at 
the talent show. And using 
my fur coat placed me at 
the scene of the crime. 


Petrified cheese, 
it was 2 foolproof 


plan! 





A FOOLPROOF PLAN? Me 





Foolproof, maybe — but not Thea-proof. 
Or Hercule-proof, either. He had found the 
enormouse “A! WN wy ey wt Pure And 
Thea’s instincts had told her that the Stench 


Brothers were up to no good. Thanks to 
those two... 


THE CASE WAS 
SOLVED! 









‘THE PROOF OF 





There was only one thing left to do: Tell 


everyone that I, Geronimo Stiltonoot, was 
an HONEST AND INNOCEN'T cavemouse! 
Ernest gathered the residents in front of 
Grunt’s cave and told them the truth. Laffy 
and the triplets, red with 
shane. confessed their 
guilt and apologized 
to everyone. 

I was so happy, I felt 
like cheering! 

Benjamin hugged 
me. “Well done, 
Uncle Geronimo. 
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I knew you were NOT the thief.” 
Then the rodents of Old Mouse City burst 
into applause. 


GLAP CLAP CLAP! 

“HOORAY FOR GERONIMO!” 

“Three cheers For Stiltonoot!” 

Sally Rockmousen was green with ANGER. 
“T still think Geronimo is the thief. That 
enormouse pawprint was just to diStraet 
us. What rodent could have such a huge 
Sh hy? No one!” 

Stunky stepped forward. 
“Enough!” he cried. “I \ | 


can’t allow Geronimo aes 








Stiltonoot to be accused — — 
3 = 
anymore. 
Then he lifted up his 
eEnerMeuse paw 
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Sally fumed. Grunt! 

“Oh, no you don't!” 
Gregory Grunt spoke up, 
to everyone’s surprise. 
“I’m the one who says 
‘GRUNT’! And I say that 
Gossip Radio should make 





an announcement that Geronimo is 
innocent! Report the trath for once.” 

“Grunt is right,” agreed Ernest. “Go and 
set the news straight, Sally That’S an 
order!” 

Sally was angry, but she couldn't defy 
the will of the village chief. I finally siglied 
with relief. [ would not have to give up The 
Stone Gazette. HOORAY/ I felt as light as 
a prehistoric parrot feather. 

I gave a big hug to everyone who had 
helped. I noticed that Hercule seemed sad. 





THE PROOF OF TRUTH 4 





“I’m a prehistoric failure!” he declared. 
“Thea solved the case when I couldn’t. I’m an 
evibarrassmeént, to detectives everywhere, 
even though I’m the only one.” 

“What are you talking about, Hercule?” 
I asked him. “You made an important 
discovery that opened up the whole case. 
If you hadn’t seen the HUGE PAWPRINT, 
this case would still be unsolved.” 

My friend was immediately relieved. 

“Actually . . . now that I think about it... 
you're right!” he said happily. “The print was 
the key to everything. | knew L was the 
best” 

He strode around the crowd, his chest 
puffed out with pride. “I have 
a mind as SHARP as cheddar cheese! A 
mind as fa@$@ as an unlucky rat running 
from a saber-toothed cat. I am —” 


& THE PROOF OF TRUTH 





He couldn’t finish his sentence, because 
just then he slipped on a BANANA 
PEEL. He lost his balance, waved his arms 
wildly, spun around, and then FELL 
flat on his snout! 

I was about to BURST’ out laughing 
when somebody beat me to it. You will 






never guess who it was. 


WO 
OO a. GRUNT 
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That’s right! It 
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was none other than 
Gregory Grunt, who 
had never laug hed 

in his life. He was so 
used to grunting, though, 
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that he even grunted when he laughed. [Jes 
funny 

After that I had to thank Thea for trusting 
her intuition, and for not giving up on me. 

“It was a pleasure,” she said. “And 
remember, the next time you’re in trouble, 
keep FIGHTING until the bitter end!” 

Then, of course, there was Trap and his 
brilliant acting job. 


“AAARGH! | AM GOING 
EVOUR ALL OF 
ai your 


he growled in Tiger Khan’s voice, showing 
off. Then he slapped me on the back, hard. 
“Aren't | good?” he bragged. “I’m a born 


impersonator!” 
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Trap’s words made me think of something 
important — something that couldn’t 
wait anymore. I had to say something to the 
village chief... . 






THE CHAMPION 
OF COMEDY! 











“Ernest!” I said, in such a firm tone that 
everyone instantly fell silent. “There’s 
something very important I want to ask 
you. Laffy and the STENCH CRIP LETS 
realize they've made a mistake. I think they 
deserve a second chance!” 

Laffy and his sons LOOKED at me, teary- 
eyed. 

“We are very sore for what we’ve 
done,” Laffy said. “From the bottom of our 
furry hearts.” 

Ernest looked at them sternly. “Being 
sorry is not enough,” he said. “What are 
you going to do to redeem yourselves?” 


THE CHAMPION OF COMEDY! 
See a 


“Well, we were thinking about that,” Laffy 
said. “We would like to use our comic talent 
to bring cheer to mice who need it.” 

“We could visit rodents who are elderly or 
sick,” added Stinky. 

“Good idea,” Ernest said. “But first, we 


need to continue what you four interrupted. 





THE CHAMPION OF COMEDY! 
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The GAVEMOUSE IDOL contest is back on 
tonight! We will choose a winner and award 
the CUP)” 

“Well, actually . . . ,” Gregory Grunt 
pointed out, “as far as I’m concerned, we 


already have a winner. Hercule POirat, 
CHE CHAMPION OF COMEDY!” 


“Who, me?” Hercule asked, surprised. 
“Of course! You made me 
laugh. ” said Gregory. 


“But we can still see 





the rest of the acts, 
just for fun.” 

We all headed to 
the square. Bluster 
and Clarissa found 
me and apologized 
for believing I was the 
thief. 





THE CHAMPION OF COMEDY! 





Clarissa even gave 
me a KtSS on the 
cheek. “Sorry, 
Geronimo,” she 
said, and then 
walked away. 

I must admit 
that Clarissa’s 
kiss made me 
feel a little bit 
@IZZY. Wiley 

came to my aid. 

“Are you okay, boss?” he asked. 

“I’m better than okay... I’m great: | 
replied. “And don’t call me boss!” 

And then, finally, we all got to see the 
talent show. I didn’t miss it this time! The 
Stench Brothers performed, and they weren't 
so bad after all. I actually laughed at 








THE CHAMPION OF COMEDY! 


their act. I give you my word on that, or I’m 
not . 
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Pion Sun EF Geronind Stn Pio vcnd Suita 
Cavemice | Cavemice | Cavesics 


| WATCH YOUR HELP, 1'MLIN 
 TAILL. , 


HOT LAVA! 


DON’T WAKE THE 
DINOSAUR! 





MeeT 
_GERONIMO STILTONIX’, 


2. He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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YOU'RE MINE, 
‘AIN! 


#2 You're Mine, Captain! 
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#3 ice Planet aaa #4 The Galactic Goal 
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#5 Four Mice Deep in 
My Fur! the Jungle 






#2 The Corse of the 
Cheese Pyramid 


#1 Lost Tnewere of 
the Emerald Eye 








#9 AFabsmouse #10 All Because of a 
Vacation for Geronimo Cup of Coffee 





#14 The Temple of the 


#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway Ruby of Fire 


#12 Merry Christraas, 
Senet 





#7 Watch Your #18 Shipwreck on the. #19 My Name isting #20 Serf’s Up, 
Whiskers, Stilton! Pirate Islands Geronimo Stilton Geronimo! 


#16 A Cheese-Colored 
Comper 











#21 The Wik, Wild #22 The Secret A Ghistmas Tale #23 Valestine’s Day #24 Field Trip to 
West of Cacklefur Castle Disaster Niagara Falls 
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#29 Down and Out 
Down Under 


#25 The Search for 
Sunken Treasure 









#32 Valley of the 
Giant Skeletons 


#30 The F Mouse Island 
Marathon 


#33 Geronimo and the 
Gold Medal Mystery 
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#34 Geronimo Siilton, #36 Geronimo’s ‘87 The Rece Kiva #38A Fibamonte 
Secret Agent Christmas Valentine America School Adventure 
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#39 Singing Sensation #40 The Karate Mouse #41 Mighty Mount 242 The Peculiar #43 I'm Not a 
Kilimanjaro Purapkin Thief Supermosse! 





#46 The Haunted 
Castle 
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THIS. HOTEL ts 
HAGHTED? 


THE ENORMOUSE 
PEARL HEIST 


#50 This Hotel I: 
Haunted! 


THE GOLDEN 
STATUE PLOT. 


#56 Hight of the 
Red Bandit 


THE SUPER CHEF 
CONTEST 


WELCOME TO 
MOLDY MANOR 
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#59 Welcome to 
Moldy Manor 















Don’t miss 
my journey 


through time! 


#47 Run for the Hills, 
Geronimo! 
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#53 Rumble in 


THE HUNT 
COLDEN BOOK 





$57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vacation 
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Thea Stilton and the Theo Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the Theo Stilton and the 
Dragon's Code Mountoin of Fire Ghost of the Shipwreck Secret City 








Thea Stilton: Big Trouble Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Cherry Blossom Adventure Star Castoways in the Big Apple Ice Treasure Secret of the Old Castle 
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WHO 1S 


(SSH STILT Pieea ? 


~ 


e He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 

ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 

newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with — 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, — 

his life in the Stone Age 

is full of adventure! 


- 
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It’s the night of the big Cavemouse Idol competition, 
but Geronimo Stiltonoot isn’t there. He has a cold, 
and goes to bed early. But when it’s 
discovered that the contest’s valuable 
grand prize has been stolen, Geronimo 
is the main suspect! He must prove 

his innocence ... or he’ll end up in 
enormouse trouble! 
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